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Or this or something like to this he spoke.
Then said the fat-faced curate Edward Bull,
f I take it, God made the woman for the man,
And for the good and increase of the world,
A pretty face is well, and this is well,
To have a dame indoors, that trims us up,
And keeps us tight; but these unreal ways
Seem but the theme of writers, and indeed
Worn threadbare.    Man is made of solid stuff.
I say, God made the woman for the man,
And for the good and increase of the world/
e Parson * said I ' you pitch the pipe too low .
But I have sudden touches, and can run
My faith beyond my practice into his :
Tho' if, in dancing after Letty Hill,
I do not hear the bells upon my cap,
I scarce hear other music : yet say on.
WTiat should one give to light on such a dream?'
I ask'd him half-sardonically.
'Give?
Give all thou art' he answer'd, and a light
Of laughter dimpled in his swarthy cheek;
f I would have hid her needle in my heart,
To save her little finger from a scratch
No deeper than the skin : my ears could hear
Her lightest breaths :  her least remark was
worth
The experience of the wise.    I went and came :
Her voice fled always thro' the summer land;
I spoke her name alone.    Thrice-happy days !
The flower of each, those moments when we met,
The crown of all, we met to part no more/
Were not his words delicious, I a beast
To take them as I did ? but something jarr'd ;
Whether he spoke too largely; that there seem'd
A touch of something false, some self-conceit,
Or over-smoothness : howsoe'er it was,
He scarcely hit my humour, and I said :